MEMORISE POSITUM                It

Why make we moan
For loss that doth enrich us yet
With upward yearnings of regret ?

Bleaker than unmossed stone
Our lives were but for this immortal gain
Of nnstilled longing and inspiring pain !

As thrills of long-hushed tone
Live in the viol, so our souls grow fine
With keen vibrations from the touch divine

Of noble natures gone.

'I were indiscreet
To vex the shy and sacred grief
With harsh obtrusions of relief ;

Yet, Verse, with noiseless feet,
Go whisper : " This death hath far choicer ends
Than slowly to impearl in hearts of friends ;

These obsequies 't is meet
Not to seclude in closets of the heart,
But, church-like, with wide doorways, to impart

Even to the heedless street."

Brave, good, and true,
I see him stand before me now,
And read again on that young brow,

Where every hope was new,

How sweet were life !   Yet, by the mouth firm-set,
And look made up for Duty's utmost debt,

I could divine he knew

That death within the sulphurous hostile lines,
In the mere wreck of nobly-pitched designs,

Plucks heart's-ease, and not rue.